There are a lot of reasons you should read this book. It has only one flaw. The people who need to read this most, the ones that need to be educated about women like Laurie, myself and the thousands ofwomen who, for whatever reason, don't want to have children, won't. It's sad but true.
Mter reading Without Child, I am armed with fact and knowledge that there were others before me that fought this stigma, and I will proudly continue the fight. I now feel not only confident in speaking to others on the subject, but relieved that I am not such an anomaly, that there are indeed lots of women out there living happily and heartily as I am. That I don't need to have children to complete the picture. My picture is complete. What is clear is that this text is a political act on the part of Romero and Stewart: finally giving voice and validity to the lived experiences of women frequently overlooked or misrepresented. In doing so, perhaps this text and its ability to meticulously engage its readers in dialoguewith its writers, will invite more and more of us to break our own silences and gain comfort knowing that we are all more alike than we are different. Each day, husband Christopher ambled off to watch the news, to paint in his studio or to do whatever else he thought required his attention, and she was left to contend with four young children, three under the age offive. Like it or not, the Pratt household was clearly her responsibility, a scenario mirrored by countless North American households in the 1950s and 1960s, and was her personal confrontation with Betty Friedan's Feminine Mystique and "the problem that has no name." Yet significantly, she made a place to work in the midst of these chaotic surroundings, which she ably maintained as her family grew up -acts ofsurvival by anyone's standards.
WOMEN'S UNTOLD

A PERSONAL CALLIGRAPHY
What began as a practice of recording daily events in a series of letters written to Christopher's mother and her own about "the exploits ofthe children, my attempts to cook or keep house, the success or failure of parties and the progress of Christopher's painting" had by the 1970s become a necessary and intimate aspect ofher daily activity. "The journals became an essential outlet VOLUME 21. NUMBER 2 ... with the children gone away and my life becoming increasingly solitary," a place ofsolitude where loneliness and "things as they are [might be] recognized and accepted." She notes how this period of increased loneliness occurred as her painting career was "taking off":
Perhaps the only place where I can be what I want to be is in my journals and my letters. The old adage that actions speak louder than words is true. But the written word lasts longer than memories of the spoken word and actions are interpreted differently by everybody. So I trust my journals. I am as faithful to honesty as possible when I write. Within their pages I rediscover myselfas I know myselfto be, or to have been.
Although Pratt confesses a mistrust of words, she trusts her eyes. What she sees and paints directly signifies "the stuff of life" around her-a concrete reality of her visual world: colours, textures, lines, light effects, visual contrasts and details that define the substance ofthings as they are in her daily life. Speaking about her process of painting, she describes the important role of personal slides. (many are reproduced in this text) used to document how a painting changes, providing her with a kind ofvisual journal. Pratt nevertheless believes that "all writing is contrived and not as immediate as the painted image"; she sees her practice ofjournal writing as both lifeline and legacy. She echoes bell hooks's sentiment expressed in Remembered rapture: the writer at work (1999) that "[w]e write to leave legacies for the future" with her own: "only by using inert stuff can we prolong our own lives after we are ourselves dead."
As this text indicates, she is now free to make choices and comfortable with her life: "The world I now explore I enter alone. I like it that way." Her hard-earned solitude allows her to paint and write. However, she avoids what must be a very painful recognition for her -of never intimately sharing a full lifetime of physical and emotional connections with partner Christopher -and traces of that loss become more visible with each reading. Had there been equality in their expectations of each other, such a partnership could have generated much. Her readers can only speculate. Christopher Pratt expected a supportive, knowledgeable companion and helpmate, who would parent and raise his children, provide for him, and nurture his painting career towards the greatness he anticipated. Mary Pratt might have expected the same or, at least, a mutual sharing of their burdens. Clearly, Pratt required solitude -a "willing aloneness" necessary, as Carolyn Heilbrun concludes, in The Last Gift ofTime: Life Beyond Sixty (1998 ed.), "to find one's selfagain, or to find a new self' (12) in order to facilitate a daily routine and to continue her productivity as a practicing artist. In A Personal Calligraphy, she offers her readers lifelines of (her) survival.
WOMEN AND AGING: TRANSCENDING THE MYTHS
Linda R. Gannon. London and New York: Routledge, 1999.
BY SHERRILL CHEDA
When we are children, getting older means growing up and we want to grow. Then, getting older means independence and we strive for that. Next, for some of us, getting older means gaining more experience, a better job, perhaps a mate or a family
